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Lincoln  Individuality 

Those  motorists  whose  appraisal  of  a  car  is 
influenced  by  its  fitness  to  reflect  their  stand' 
ing  in  the  community  agree  in  according 
Lincoln  custom  built  closed  bodies  their  un' 
qualified  approval. 

The  supply  of  these  bodies  is  strictly  limited. 
Their  beauty  is  of  that  happy  sort  which, 
without  striving  for  attention,  commands 
respect.  Every  detail  of  their  design,  finish, 
and  fittings  contributes  to  an  individuality 
and  charm  gratifying  to  those  who  set  high' 
est  value  upon  these  factors. 

Mounted  upon  the  standard  Lincoln  chassis, 
these  models  offer  the  exacting  motorist  not 
only  luxurious  and  dependable  transportation, 
but  also  a  concrete  symbol  of  distinction — 
a  car  accurately  expressing  the  exclusive 
atmosphere  to  which  he  is  accustomed. 


LINCOLN  MOTOR  DIVISION 
FORD  MOTOR  COMPANY  OF  CANADA.Limited 
FORD,  ONTARIO 


The  Open  Drive  Limousine 


LINCOLN 
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Yol  Ho!  Ho! 

Two  Great  Cruises 

(Sailing  from  New  York) 

The  Sunny  South  and  Back  in  a  Month  —  South  America  and  West  Indies 

- 

Only  a  month  from  home,  yet  you  go  back  to  Christopher  Columbus, 
Ponce  de  Leon,  Balboa  and.  Pizarro — pioneers  of  empire.  You  dip 
into  the  shadows  of  Hawkins  and  Drake.  You  stroll  the  Prado  during 
a  band  concert,  and  you  see  the  splendid  triumph  of  the  engineers  of 
the  Panama  Canal.     All  this  on  the  Canadian  Pacific  Cruise. 

This  Cruise  gives  wonderful  value  for  the  money.  It  doesn't  take 
long,  but  it  reveals  a  thousand,  strange  scenes.  Old  World  harbours. 
Story-book  forts.  Tropical  colours.  Luxurious  vegetation.  Magnifi- 
cent scenes. 

Good  Company         Good  Meals  A  Fine  Ship 

The  Canadian  Pacific  S.S.  Empress  of  Britain  is  admirably  adapted 
for  these  cruises.  Twin-screw  and  oil-burning  (no  coaling  dust  at 
port).  Finest  accommodation  and  service.  Everything  Canadian 
Pacific  Standard.     There  is  none  better. 

First  Cruise,  Tuesday,  Jan.  22,  1924         Second  Cruise,  Saturday,  Feb.  23,  1924 

Both  sailing  from  New  York.    Every  winter  more  business  men  realize 
that  this  month  away  from  business    pays  big  dividends  in  health  and 


energy. 


Rates  Reasonable — $250.00  Up 


For  full  information  address 

H.    B.    BEAUMONT,    General  Agent    Ocean    Traffic 

Canadian  Pacific  Building,  Toronto 

CANADIAN   PACIFIC 

It  Spans  the  World 


TIME— 9.30  ON  THE  MORNING  AFTER 
'Do   you   want   your   dress-clothes   pressed,    sir?" 
'What  are  you  bothering  me  for?    Of  course  I  do." 
'Yes,  sir!     Then  would  you  mind  taking  them  off,  sir?' 
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George:  "You're  looking  thinner.  Are  you 
banting?" 

Georgina:     "Sir!     Don't  be  insulin!" 

— Lang  Lefroy. 

G— G— G 

The  report  that  Premier  Mackenzie  King  and  Sir 
Henry  Thornton  are  engaging  in  a  competition  to  see 
which  can  attend  the  most  banquets  in  1923  is  un- 
officially declared  to  be  untrue. 


Grammatically  Speaking 

John  was  told,  when  but  a  lad, 

By   parents   fond   and   nurse, 
"Your  relatives  are  awful, 

And  your  adjectives  are  worse!" 

And  then  when  Johnny  went  to  school. 

Grammar  was  his  curse, 
His  relatives  were  awful, 

And  his  adjectives  were  worse! 

And  after,  as  he  lived  his  life, 
They'd  say,  when  he'd  converse, 

"My,  his  relatives  are  awful, 
And  his  adjectives  are  worse!" 

So  Johnny  was  to  speaking 

Always  much  averse, 
For  his  relatives  were  awful, 

And  his  adjectives  were  worse! 
And  now  that  John  is  married, 

Friend  wife,  in  accents  terse, 
Says,  "Your  adjectives  are  awful. 

But  your  RELATIVES  are  worse!" 

— W.  K.  Z. 


Brother:  "Look  here,  Jean;  that's  frightful 
cheek.  You  mustn't  talk  to  me  like  that. 
I'm  not  father,  you  know." 


Edwina:    "Our  house  has  a  fine  new  garage." 
Edwin:    "That's  nothing;  Father  says  our  house 
has  the  biggest  mortgage  in  town." 

G— G— G 

Soular    Perplexus 

The  young  soul  wandered  about  a  bit  uneasily.  It 
was  a  very  new  soul,  you  see,  and  wasn't  quite  sure 
of  what  well-bred  spirits  were  doing.  And,  of  course 
it  didn't  want  to  ask  too  many  questions,  since  it 
certainly  wasn't  the  etiquette  of  the  hereafter  to  be 
inquisitive. 

Still,  there  must  be  some  way  of  settling  the  question 
in  mind.  You  see,  to  be  disgustingly  blunt,  the  soul 
wasn't  any  too  sure  that  it  was  Heaven  he'd  arrived 
at,  and  was  casting  about  anxiously  for  some  means  of 


Picture  of  a  Canadian  who  has  gone  to 
Bermuda  for  the  winter  trying  to  remember 
whether  or  not  he  turned  the  electric  light 
off  in  the  cellar  the  night  he  left  home. 


identification  of  his  surroundings.  It  was  a  trifle  dis- 
couraging, since  he'd  been  floating  about  for  hours  and 
hadn't  seen  so  much  as  a  Pearly  Gate  or  Golden  City. 
Still — there  couldn't  be  much  doubt  but  that  this  was 
Heaven;  he  hadn't  seen  a  single  automobile,  nor  news- 
paper, nor  college  boy ! 

But  hark!  What  was  this?  From  the  limitless 
spaces  beyond  infinity  came  the  faint  twanging  of  harps, 
a  mere  echo  at  first,  but  increasing  in  volume  with 
singular  rapidity.  Nearer  and  nearer  it  came,  until  at 
last  the  source  of  it  all  drifted  into  view — scores  upon 
scores  of  white-garbed  souls,  all  lined  up  as  nice  as  you 
please  in  Company  Front  and  whanging  away  on  their 
harps  like  good  fellows.  And  each  note  had  a  wonder- 
ful little  trill,  an  after-twang  that  no  human  hands  could 
produce. 

The  soul's  last  doubts  faded.  "Tis  Heaven,"  cried 
he.  "Tis  Heaven,  without  a  doubt,"  and  looked 
around  for  a  harp  for  himself. 

The  music  grew  louder  and  louder.  It  seemed  as 
though  the  whole  darned  chorus  of  souls  were  fairly 
outdoing  themselves,  and — a  peculiar  thing — the 
blooming  piece  hadn't  any  tune  to  it  but  a  sort  of  jingle. 
Suddenly  a  thought  struck  the  soul — an  eternity  of  this! 
Ye  Gods! 

Simultaneously  with  his  thought  the  souls  awoke  to 
even  greater  efforts,  and  the  volume  of  the  noise  became 
almost  deafening.  And  then  the  terrible  fact  struck 
the  soul  that  the  miraculous  little  after-twang,  that  little 
extra  jingle,  was  produced  by  a  forked  tail  being  used 
by  each  and  every  angel. 

Then  the  soul  let  out  a  pitiful  wail : 

"Hell's  Bells!  Why  didn't  I  throw  away  that 
saxophone  when  the  neighbors  asked  me  to!" 

— T.  S.  Repplier 

G— G— G 

Anecdote  No.  451 

Armour  and  Osier  are  honored  names  on  the 
Ontario  Bench  and  an  amusing  story  is  told  of  repartee 
between  two  representatives  of  these  families.  In 
Oshawa,  many  years  ago,  a  dispute  between  two  factions 
of  the  Methodist  church  was  being  tried  before  the  late 
Mr.  Justice  Armour.  The  counsel  for  one  party  was 
the  late  B.  B.  Osier.  Justice  Armour,  before  the 
evidence  was  heard,  remarked  that  it  was  a  shame  that 
good  people  could  not  settle  their  differences  without 
publicly  exposing  them.  "Why  not  submit  the  case 
to  some  respectable  heathen  for  a  judgment?"  he  asked. 
"I  had  just  suggested,  My  Lord,  to  my  learned  friend, 
that  Your  Lordship  should  dismiss  the  jury  and  try 
this  case  yourself,"  said  Mr.  Osier. — R.  Gotody. 


Olive  (who  has  been  put  in  a  corner  for  dis- 
obedience): "Mummie,  I  wish  we  lived  in  a 
lighthouse." 

Advice  to  Tire  Companies 

Perhaps  you  know  those  signs  which  are  to  be  seen 
along  motor  highways  telling  you  about  the  town  you 
will  soon  enter. 

They   run   something    after   this    fashion : 
SQUIDUNKVILLE 
3  Miles  from  Here 

Squidunkville  was  founded  in  1623  by  the  late 
John  McPherson  Squidunk.  Here  it  was  that  Colonel 
Michael  O'Toole  single-handed  and  unarmed  defied  a 
tribe  of  Blackfeet  Indians  in   1690. 

Use  Imperial  Tread  Tires 

The  trouble  with  these  signs  is  that  they  are  unin- 
teresting. Generally  speaking,  the  subject  matter  of 
them  is  of  an  historical  nature,  and  Henry  Ford  says 
history  is  bunk.  At  any  rate  the  interest  in  them  is  not 
what  it  should  be.  Imagine  how  much  more  attention 
would  be  paid  to  them  if  the  signs  supplied  were  of  a 
really  attractive  character. 

For  the  benefit  of  tire  companies  considering  the 
erection  of  more  signs,  we  submit  the  following  models: 

BUNHAMPTON 
Eight  Miles  from  Here 
Bunhampton  is  noted  far  and  wide  for  having  the 
crookedest  lot  of  town  politicians  in  the  country.  As 
you  enter  the  town  you  will  note  that  you  pass  over  a 
fairly  new  concrete  bridge.  Normally  such  a  bridge 
would  cost  about  $20,000.  However,  during  Cyrus 
K.  Hamm's  administration  as  mayor  of  Bunhampton 
the  bridge  was  built  by  the  Cyrus  K.  Hamm  Construction 
Company  at  a  cost  of  $85,000. 

Makeshift  Tires —  Go  Straight. 


MEADONIA 
2  Miles  from  Here 
Meadonia,  beautifully  situated  on  the  banks  of  the 
Ganawana    River,    is   the   principal   seat  of   the   tanning 


and  glue  industry  of  the  Province.      Detour  to  left 
Speedaway  Tires — For  Endurance. 


You  Are  Now  Entering 
UMPVILLE 
Umpville  is  popularly  known  as  "Catty  Corners," 
and  produces  a  greater  volume  of  malicious  gossip  per 
capita  than  any  other  "community"  in  the  country. 
Here  resides  Miss  Eliza  Spysniggle,  for  six  consecutive 
years,   world's  champion  trouble-maker. 

Oilylread   Tires  Have  the  Best  Reputation. 


You  have  just  passed  through 

SMUTVILLE 
Psalms  146.1 

G— G— G 

On  complaint  of  the  manager,  police  are  holding  three 

employees    of    the    company    on    a    charge    of 

aggg    g    ggrtdkvyed    wsswwult. — Newspaper    Bulletin. 

Another  of  th::e  unspeakable  crimes. 


"What  do  you  mean  by  experience?" 
"Oh,  experience  is  •what  you  get  while  you 
are  looking  for  something  else." 


The  Hunter 

By  Mac 

When  autumn  breezes  have  begun 

To  nip  and  chill   and   freeze 
My  daddy  takes  his  trusty  gun 

And  seeks  the  lofty  trees. 

He  travels  far,   he  travels  wide 

In  hot  pursuit  of  prey; 
The  game  all  tries  to  run  and  hide, 

But  cannot   get  away. 

And  when  the  moonlight  floods  the  ground 
With  radiance  bright  and  clear, 

The  Indians  even  gather  round 
While  daddy  shoots  the  deer. 


On  Modern  Poets 

There  is  a  poet.  I  have  met  him.  I  suppose  you 
have.  He  is  usually  a  janitor  or  a  bank  clerk-  He 
strives  for  expression.  The  only  expression  he  realizes 
is  the  hungry  one  on  his  face-  He  is  a  realist.  He 
must  write  about  everyday  things.  So  he  writes  about 
his  work.  That  is,  the  janitor  writes  about  banks. 
The  bank  clerk  writes  about  ash  cans-  That  is  realism. 
They  do  not  care  for  money.  Not  very  much.  Poetry 
is  for  the  peace  of  the  soul.  Some  day  they  hope  to 
sell  it.  One  of  my  friends  sold  some  the  other  day. 
He  got  a  half  a  cent  a  pound.  The  man  who  bought 
it  put  it  in  a  big  sack  and  threw  it  on  a  wagon.  Maybe 
he  was  going  to  publish  it.  Maybe  he  wasn't.  I  went 
with  the  man  who  bought  it.  I  read  some  of  it.  The 
first  was  entitled  'An  Awning  Flaps-"  It  was  dedi- 
cated to  a  famous  Russian  general.  It  was  very 
realistic.      It  went — 

Far  above  the  hot,  sunbaked  streets 

Of  the  city, 

An  awning  flaps  in  the  soft  breeze 

Of  the  evening. 

Its  red  and  white  stripes  swirl  kaleidoscopically- 

They  remind  one  of  a  barber  pole 

With   a   double  jointed   spine. 

Do  I  need  a  shave? 
I  found  another.  It  was  written  at  a  soda  fountain 
during  a  spell  of  debauchery.  It  was  very  sensuous  and 
indecent.  It  could  probably  have  been  sold  to  a 
magazine-  It  was  called  "Portrait  of  a  Lady."  It 
ran  like  this — 

My  lady  sits  at  her  dressing  table 

Dabbing  soft,  white  powder 

From  a  soft,  white  powder-puff 

On  her   soft,   white   neck. 

The  powder  puff  looks   strangely   like   a 

Soft,  white  marshmallow. 

How  I  love  marshmallows ! 
At  half  a  cent  a  pound  the  man  probably  made  money 
on  his  purchase.        But  I  hated  to  sell  it.        It  was  my 
poetry.      I  loved  it.      If  you  want  to  know  where  you 
can  get  the  same  price  for  yours,   I'll  tell  you. 

— W.  K.  Ziegfeld,  Jr. 


The  forest  monarch  try  to  run, 

It  isn't  any  use, 
They  topple  over  one  by  one. 

When  daddy  shoots  the  moose. 

And  when  our  dad  comes  home  again 
We'll   heap   the   fire-place   full, 

And  eagerly  we'll  listen  then 
While  daddy  shoots  the  bull. 


VVLJ 
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Some  beautiful  spots  at  the  African  Golf  Club 


Hostess:     "But  why  haven't  you  brought  your    wife?" 

Professor:    "Dear,  dear!    How  careless  of  me — and  I  tied  a  knot  in  my  handkerchief,  too." 


Consolation 

I  never  was  a  handsome  man, 
My  portrait's  not  been  hung — 
And  unkind  folks  have  thought  that  I 
Was  dropped  when  I  was  young- 
I  have  no  classic  marble  brow, 
My  hair  was  never  curly; 
(In  fact  it  never  had  a  chance. 
It  all  fell  out  too  early). 

A  Grecian  profile  I  have  not, 

Nor  eyes  as  round  as  zeros — 

I  cannot  raise  one  eyebrow  up 

As  do  all  movie  heroes. 

No  flappers  lose  their  hearts  to  me, 

I  drive  no  women  wild; 

My  neighbors  say  that  after  dark 

I  always  scare  their  child! 

My  ears  were  never  well  behaved, 
My  whiskers  are  a  sight; 
And  when  my  wife  sits  on  my  lap 
She  first  turns  out  the  light. 


I  fear  I'll  win  no  beauty  prize 
For  Ideal  Manly  Figure, 
Since  every  meal   my  waistline   gets 
Continuously  bigger. 

But  when  I   read  each  morn  and  night 

How  angered  jealous  wives 

Are  poisoning  their  husband's  soup 

For  wrecking  women's  lives, 

And  when  I  hear  how  Mr.  Tut 

Has  fled  with  Mrs.  Tat, 

I'm  glad  I  look  like  something  which 

Was  brought  home  by  the  cat! 

At  least  no  females  pester  me 

And  try  to  wreck  my  home; 

And  husbands  know  their  wives  are  glad 

To  let  me  quite  alone- 

And  so  I  go  my  carefree  way 

And  laugh  a  little  louder 

Each  time  I  see  that  handsome  men 

Find  arsenic  in  their  chowder! 

— T.  S.  Repplier. 
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0ptn  tfje  Boor 


It  is  no  secret  that  Europe  is  doing  more  farming 
than  she  was  five  years  ago.  Russian  wheat  is  beginning 
once  again  to  compete  with  American  and  Canadian 
wheat  on  European  markets;  it  is  the  desire  of  the  rest 
of  the  countries  of  Europe  to  be,  agriculturally,  as  nearly 
self-sustaining  as  possible. 

The  present  European  situation  is  providing  a  graphic 
demonstration  of  how  thin  a  veneer  of  civilization  lies 
over  the  basic  facts  of  economic  law.  Before  the  war 
the  world  was  approaching  economic  distribution  of 
industry.  Some  countries  were  producing  the  prepon- 
derance of  the  world's  food  supplies,  others  were 
specializing  in  manufacturing.  During  the  war,  how- 
ever, the  European  export  trade  got  knocked  for  a 
proverbial  row  of  Chinese  pagodas.  To-day  South 
America  buys  her  manufactured  goods  chiefly  from  the 
United  States  while  conditions  in  the  Orient  are  far 
from  satisfactory  for  the  European  exporter.  Also 
European  financial  conditions  make  the  export  trade 
extremely    hazardous,    if    not   impossible. 

Obviously,  a  European  country,  already  impoverished 
by  war,  cannot  go  on  indefinitely  buying  food  from 
across  the  seas  if  the  returns  from  her  export  trade  are 
insufficient   to   pay    for   that   food.      Ergo,   she  must   do 


her  best  to  sustain  herself  with   food  grown  within  her 
own  borders. 

Canada  faces  great  difficulties.  If  she  cannot  sell 
her  chief  product,  grain,  to  Europe,  she  is  going  to  have 
a  hard  time  to  find  a  market  for  it  elsewhere.  No  legis- 
lation that  any  parliament  can  devise  will  help;  it  is 
merely  a  matter  of  supply  and  demand. 

Europe,  however,  under  present  conditions,  has  a 
surplus  population  running  into  many  millions.  It  seems 
as  though  the  time  were  ripe  for  bringing  these  people 
to  Canada. 

Population  will  solve  permanently  the  difficulties  of 
the  manufacturer  and  it  will  bring  Canada  more  nearly 
into  an  economic  balance  with  the  rest  of  the  world. 

Public  speakers  often  convey  the  impression,  while 
speaking  of  immigration,  that  the  prospective  immigrant 
should  be  regarded  with  suspicion,  that  he  should  be 
made  to  give  some  particular  proof  of  his  desirability 
before  he  be  permitted  to  share  the  bounties  of  Canada. 

The  chief  thing  that  should  be  required  of  an  immi- 
grant is  a  willingness  to  work.  If  he  have  that  willingness 
and  if  he  have  the  health  which  will  enable  h.m  to  work 
he  should  be  encouraged  to  come  to,  and  then  welcomed 
to  a  land  which  cannot  but  prosper  the  more  because  of 
his  advent. 


II 


$otage  Canabien 

Collapsible  Cenotaphs. 

"And  after  the  ceremony  they 
folded  up  the  monument  and  laid  it 
away  in  the  cellar  for  another  year." 

Unpublished  extract  from  an 
equally  unpublished  report  of  the 
Armistice  Day  celebration  in  Toronto. 

The  citizens  of  the  city  of  Toronto, 
Ontario,  Canada,  are  proud  of  the 
number  of  men  they  sent  overseas  in 
the  great  war,  and  the  record  these 
men  made  for  themselves  and  their 
city  while  there. 

Every  year  on  Armistice  Day  the 
citizens  of  the  city  of  Toronto  feel 
that  they  would  like  to  pay  some 
visible  and  concrete  tribute  to  the 
memory  of  those  of  their  fellow- 
citizens  who  fought  but  never  returned. 

And  they  are  asked  by  a  grateful 
city  council  to  gather  round  a  collap- 
sible beaverboard  cenotaph  "painted 
a  natural  lung  color,"  as  one  Toronto 
daily  described  it.  On  one  face  of 
this  wood-pulp  creation,  someone  has 
painted  in  what  looks  like  Brennan's 
show  card  ink,  the  words,  "Lest  We 
Forget." 

Over  the  grave  of  Leo  Rogers,  the 
North  Bay  desperado  who  killed  two 
policemen,  is  a  neat  granite  pillar  on 
which,  at  one  time,  were  carved  the 
words,  "Our  Hero." 

On  the  steps  of  the  Toronto  City 
Hall  in  memory  of  several  thousand 
men  who  lost  their  lives  while  serving 

their   country   in   France   is . 

—J.A.C. 

All  for  the  Love  of  Art 
From  Classic,  "The  Picture  Book 
de  Luxe  of  the  Movie  World,"  for 
October:  "George  Walsh  has  for- 
saken athletics  for  aesthetics.  In  his 
new  picture  for  Goldwyn,  'The  Magic 
Skin,'  he  is  cast  as  a  dreamer  and  a 
poet,  starving  in  his  garret.  It  is  said 
that  George  actually  starved  himself 
for  weeks  before  this  picture  so  that 
he  might  acquire  that  yearning,  aes- 
thetic look." 

Tut!  tut!  Can  it  be  that  Mr. 
Brewster  is  actually  kidding  the  deah 
public?  —J.E.M. 


The  Repentant  Fisherman 

In  general,   I'm  a  very  moral  person. 
As  sober  as  most  anyone  could  wish ; 

But! 
If  one  thing  knocks  the  spots  from 

resolutions 
As  soon  as  you  have  made  them — 

It's  a   fish! 


On  week  days  I  am  scrupulously  hon- 
est, 
There's  nothing  very  shady  in  my 
past — 
But! 
Sundays  I  repress  the  qualms  of  con- 
science, 
And  steal  some  fellow's  favorite 
Place  to  cast! 

Exactness  is  my  cultivated  habit, 
Exaggeration  coldly  I  subdue; 

But! 
When   the   scales   suspend   a   wiggling 

catfish, 
Why  hesitate  about  a 

Pound  or  two? 

I  tell  young  men  that  thrift's  a  homely 
virtue 


Which  all  should  gamely  strive  to  cul- 
tivate ; 

But! 
I'm  worse  than  an  inebriated  sailor 
When  it  comes  to  buying  tons 

Of  fancy  bait! 

St.    Peter    knows    I'm    not    a    chronic 

liar, 
Yet  I  hope  that  when  it  comes  to 

Judgment  Day, 
He'll  conveniently  forget  the  awful 

whoppers, 
Which  I  told  about  the  ones 
That  got  away! 

G— G— G 

The  saying,  "Distant  Fields  Look 
Green"  was  originally  conceived  by  a 
gentleman  who  sold  oil  stocks  and 
gold  bricks. 

G— G— G 

Interesting  if  True 

Eight  (8)  Christian  Scientists, 
members  of  different  legislatures,  par- 
liaments and  such-like,  have  supported 
agitations  to  make  it  easier  to  obtain 
liquor   for  medicinal   purposes. 


"What's  going  on  over  there?" 
"A  golden  wedding." 
"Damn  those  capitalists!" 
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Goblin 


Movie  of  the  Man  Who  is  Drawing  This  Picture. 
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Twenty-four  Hours  in  a  Canadian  City 


Morning- 
1.30  A.M. — 6    sugar    bowls    and     15    salt    shakers 

disappear   from  various  restaurants. 
2.00  A.M. — 721   infants  wake  up  and  want  a  drink 

of  water. 
2.45   A.M. — Impromptu    male     quartette     asked     to 

leave  uptown   apartment  house. 
3.00   A.M. — 17  night  watchmen  moan  in  their  sleep. 
3-45    A.M. — 7  editorial  writers  get  brilliant  ideas. 
4.00  A.M — 292  pairs  of  shoes  removed  on  292  front 

porches. 
4.30  A.M. — 494  roosters  burst  into  song. 
5.00  A.M. — Expression     "Well,     how's     uh     worl' 

treatin'   yuh?"    used    for    first    time    of 

the  day. 
5.15   A.M. — 2  hose  reels,  2  hook  and  ladder  wagons, 

1  fire  engine  and  25  firemen  successfully 

extinguish    burning    rubbish    container. 
7.15   A.M. — 733  newly  married  husbands  get  up  to 

shut  the  window. 
7-16  A-M. — 2,779    long    married    wives    get    up    to 

shut  the  window. 

7.30  A.M. — 3,370  students'  alarm  clocks  go  off. 

7.31  A.M. — 3,370  students  go  to  sleep  again. 

7.45  A.M. — 5,000  bathrooms  resound  to  the  strains 
of  "O  Sole  Mio." 

8.00  A.M. — 7  editorial  writers  strive  vainly  to  re- 
member    brilliant     ideas     conceived     at 

3.45  A.M. 

8-15   A-M. — Man  tells  his  wife  at  breakfast  that  he'll 

go  right  down  to  the  Customs  office  and 

get    that    parcel     from    Aunt     Maggie 

through. 

8.45   A.M. — 2,561    schoolboys  can't  find  their  hats. 

9.05   A.M. — Man     approaches     wicket     at    Customs 

office  trying  to  get  parcel. 
9.30  A.M. — 22  big  business  men  hand  cigars  to  22 
reporters. 
10.00  AM. — Man    at   Customs   office    sent   home    for 
invoice. 

10.15   A.M Three  young  men  try  to  recall  just  what 

happened     last     night     "after     we     left 
Izzie's." 
10.30   A.M. — 150    bosses    telephone    up    to    find    out 
why      Miss      Jones      isn't      down      this 
morning. 

10.45   A.M.— 944   school   children   begin  eating  their 
lunches  behind  their  readers. 

1  1 .00  A.M. — -Man  returns  to  Customs  office  and  takes 
place  at  end  of  queue. 


1  1.30   A.M. — Hillside  writer  reads  poem  to  his  wife. 

1  1.40  A.M. — Beautiful  china  vase  broken  in  Hillside 
district. 

1  1.45  A.M. — Man  at  Customs  office  referred  to  dif- 
ferent department. 

Afternoon. 
12.00   Noon— Bank  robbed. 
12.15    P.M. — 357   people   in   crowded   cafeterias   are 

forced  to  sit  opposite  357  objectionable 

strangers. 
12.30   P.M. — Gyro     club     enthusiastically     applauds 

motion     to     encourage     interest     in     the 

election   of   aldermen. 
12.45    P.M. — Woman  at  head  of  cafeteria  line  starts 

back  to  get  her  desert. 

1.00   P.M. — Man  in  arm-chair  lunch  absentmindedly 

eats  off  wrong  arm. 
1.15    P.M. — Beautiful    stenographer     lunching     with 

employer    says,    "Oh,    Mr.    Brown,    I 

wonder  who   that  ugly  woman  can  be 

that's   staring   at   us   so   hard   from   the 

door!" 
1.30  P.M.— 233  waiters  add  in  the  date. 
2.00   P.M. — Ancient  Order  of  Matinee  Men  out  in 

force. 
2.15   P.M. — Man    at    Customs    house    finds    he    has 

wrong  invoice 
3.00   P.M. — 321    drug   store  cowboys   grow  raucous 

over  their  chocolate  sodas. 
4.05   P.M. — 9,001    school  children  arrive  home  and 

make  for  the  pantry. 
4.15    P.M. — 34  proposals  occur  over  tea  and  toast. 
4.30   P.M. — 554  characters  are  ruined  over  tea  and 

toast. 
5.00   P.M. — Customs  office  closes;  man  told  to  come 

early  the  next  time. 
5.15   P.M. — Woman    thanks    man    for    seat  in  car. 

Straight  jacket  applied. 
5.30   P.M. — 231      bootleggers     start     for    the    hotel 

lobbies. 
5.45    P.M. — 20,000    passengers   decide    to    write    to 

the   papers    about   the   rush   hour   over- 
crowding. 
6.00   P.M. — 54     husbands     invite     friends     home   to 

dinner. 
6.00   P.M. — Supposed    maniac    tries    to    burn    down 

customs   house. 

(Continued  on  page  30) 
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In    Re    Superstitions 

It  is  said  that  the  third-man-on-a- 
match  superstition  was  started  by  a 
match  company  to  increase  sales. 
People  in  New  York  who  wish  to 
have  the  nation  dispense  with  the  two 
dollar  bill  have  started  the  story  going 
around  that  two  dollar  bills  are  un- 
lucky. The  success  of  these  schemes 
moves  us  to  announce  the  following 
sure-fire    hoodoos    and   jinx-beckoners: 

Reading  someone  else's  newspaper 
over   their   shoulder   in   the   street   car. 

Eating  garlic  in  public. 

Talking  golf,  bridge,  Mah  Jong, 
tiddleywinks,  or  any  other  form  of 
mental  disjunction  in  the  presence  of 
non-players. 

Reciting   poetry   before   breakfast. 

Reciting  poetry  after  breakfast. 

Snoring. 

Playing  jazz  selections  that  are 
more  than  two  weeks  old. 

Kissing  Pomeranians. 

— J.  E.  M. 

G— G— G 

The  Maiden's  Prayer 

Oh,  Father  Christmas,  hear  my  prayer, 

And  grant  it  if  you  can ; 
I've  hung  a  pair  of  trousers  up, 

Please  fill  them  with  a  man. 

— E.  C.  T. 

G— G— G 

On  a  Prominent  Personage 

There  is  a  banker.  He  is  a  suc- 
cessful man.  There  is  no  doubt  of 
his  success.  It  is  said  he  started  as 
an  office  boy.  I  believe  that  he  did. 
He  has  the  independent  spirit  of  an 
office  boy.  I  work  on  a  newspaper. 
I  am  not  a  success.  I  was  sent  to 
interview  the  Big  Man-  My  paper 
wanted  his  opinion  on  the  ice-man's 
strike  in  Labrador-  He  had  never 
been  to  Labrador-  He  was  not  ac- 
quainted with  any  ice  men.  But  his 
opinion  would  carry  weight.  It 
would    carry    as    much    weight    as    he 


himself  carried.  That  was  a  great 
deal.  I  went  to  his  office.  He 
wasn't  in.  He  told  his  secretary  he 
wasn't.  The  secretary  told  the  office 
boy.  The  office  boy  told  me.  So  I 
sat  on  the  curb.  I  waited  for  him  to 
come  out.  At  two  o'clock  his 
limousine  drove  up.  At  two-five  his 
secretary  came  downstairs.  He  put 
golf  clubs  in  the  limousine.  At  two- 
ten  the  Big  Man  came  downstairs. 
He  started  to  get  in.  I  stopped  him. 
"What  do  you  think — ?"  I  said. 
"Yes,"  he  answered-  I  made  a  note 
of  it.  The  car  drove  off.  I  hung 
onto  the  rear.  We  went  to  the  golf 
club.  He  got  out.  "What  is  your 
opinion — ?"  I  said."  No,"  he  answer- 
ed. I  made  a  note  of  it.  He  went 
into  the  club  house.  He  came  out  in 
golf  knickers.  "Do  you  believe — ?"  I 
said.  "No,"  he  answered.  I  made 
a  note  of  it.  He  played  eighteen 
holes.  He  came  back.  "Can  you 
explain — ?"  I  said.  "Yes,"  he  an- 
swered. I  made  a  note  of  it.  He  went 


in  to  change  his  clothes.  He  came 
out.  "Do  you  think — ?"  I  said. 
"No,"  he  answered.  I  made  a  note 
of  it-  We  drove  back  to  town.  I 
was  hanging  on  behind.  It  started 
to  rain.  He  poked  his  head  out  of 
the  window.  I  grabbed  at  him. 
"What  is  your  opinion — ?"  I  asked. 
He  looked  at  me.  He  looked  at  the 
sky.  "It  won't  last  long,"  he  said. 
I  whooped  for  joy.  I  dropped  off  the 
car.  I  wrote  a  long  article.  It  said 
that  die  Big  Man  thought  the  ice 
man's  strike  in  Labrador  would  soon 
be  over.  — W-  K.   Ziegfeld,  Jr- 

G— G— G 

Santa  Klaus 

"Merry  Christmas!"  he  said, 

But  he  filled  me  with  dread 

As  he  turned,  the  limp  stockings  to  fill. 

For  I  saw  from  his  hip. 

Sticking  out,  by  some  slip, 

And  addressed  to  me  plainly — a   bill. 


"Yes,  we  call  that  fellow  the  bungalow  man. 
one  story  and  he's  telling  that  now." 


He's  only  got 
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Canadian  Literature 

By  Fred  Jacob 


Canadian  literature  must  be  virile.  It  is  the  duly  of 
our  writers  to  be  rugged  and  forceful,  no  matter  what 
else  they  may  be  and  no  matter  what  they  may  do  to 
the  English  language  when  achieving  ruggedness.  Away 
with  the  anaemic  British  poets.  Give  us  our  breezy 
Robert  W-  Service.  Now  I  ask  you,  would  Robert 
IV-  Service  have  written  a  poem  like  "The  Blessed 
Damozel?"  But  if  you  would  hand  Rossetti's  Verses 
to  Service  to  rewrite,  he  might  make  something  worth 
while  out  of  them,  something  that  could  be  recited  with 
good  effect  on  the  vaudeville  stage.  It  would  go  like 
this: — 

It  was  the  Blessed  Damozel  who  leaned  on  the  bar  of 

heaven, 
Her  voice  rang  sharp  as  a  pearly  harp  when  she  said, 

"We  close  at  seven." 
Like  an  answering  crack,   the  reply     came     back;      it 

was,  "Like  hell  you  do." 
And  the  dame  who  spoke  and  hugged  her  poke  was  the 

lady  who's  known  as  Lou- 

The  hair  of  the  Blessed  Damozel  was  yellow  like  ripe 

corn, 
But   Lou   lurched   over   the   golden   bar,   her   voice   was 

filled  with  scorn ; 
She  said,  "By  jig,  it's  a  classy  wig  that  your  wrought 

flowers  do  adorn — 
You're     a     chemical     blonde ;     you    can't   fool   me.      I 

haven't  just  been  born." 

The  Blessed  Damozel  scarce  heard.      She  cried,  "Come 

join  our  games." 
And   she   called   the    lady    known   as    Lou   some   chaste 

virginal  names. 
Said  the  Klondike  dame  with  the  simple  name,   "Don't 

pull  that  stuff  on  me, 
And  don't  you  close  the  bar  of  heaven  till  I  get  Sam 

McGee." 

'Twas    the    brass    rail    around    the    bar    that    Lou    was 

standing  on, 
5o  high  that  gazing  down  from  there,  she  scarce  could 

see  the  sun ; 
It  makes  one  dry  to  climb  that  high,   but  a  new  look 

came  to  her  face, 
As   she   viewed   the  trail   with   the   tropic   gale   that   led 

to  the  other  place. 

The  Damozel  tossed  her  a  knowing  wink,  like  a  cocotte 
who  tries  to  charm ; 


The  camellias  lay  in  a  restful  way,  asleep  on  her  bended 

arm; 
Lou  could  only  say,  "I  cannot  stay.      By  the  stars  that 

number  seven, 
Friend  Sam   McGee  has  been  good  to  me.      He  don't 

know  there's  a  bar  in  Heaven." 

"Where  Sam  has  gone,  way  over  yon,  they  can't  get 

even  beers;" 
She  laid  her  face  between  her  hands  and  wept,  (I  heard 

her  tears). 
There   was   no   surprise   when   she   raised   her   eyes,   not 

faltering  or  weak — 
"I'll  hit  the  trail  with  this  joyful   tale,   and  make   for 

Brimstone  Creek." 

The  hair  of  the  Blessed  Damozel  fell  all  about  her  face; 
'Twas  a  way   she   had  when  she  was  glad;   she   liked 

business  for  the  place. 
She  cried,  "It  takes  ten  years  of  years,  and  the  way  is 

bleak  and  black, 
But  hustle   dearie   and   don't   get  weary.      I'll   wait  till 

you  all  come  back." 

In  the  place  of  sin  where  Gunga  Din  sits  on  his  blazing 

coals. 
The  lady  named  Lou  came  wandering  through,  nodding 

to  poor  lost  souls; 
And  sound  asleep  by  a  brimstone  heap,  a  fur-clad  form 

she  could  see; 
She  called  his  name  as  he  hugged  his  flame.   She  had 

found  her  Sam  McGee- 

Now  Sam  was  chill  as  a  snow-clad  hill.      He  had  feel 

like  chunks  of  ice. 
He  could  only  quake,   and  he  never   spake,   though  he 

tried  to  once  or  twice. 
But  a  dame  nearby  raised  a  joyful  cry  at  the  news  Lou 

had  to  tell; 
She  said,  "My  dear,  we've  no  bars  down  here-      That's 

why  they  call  it  hell." 

Oh,  they  were  brutes  and  devils,  too,  when  goaded  by 

thirst  and   fear, 
They  started  to  climb  the  rocky  trail,  and  the  weaklings 

fell  in  the  rear, 
Falling   in  heaps    among   the   crags,    heart-broken,    limp 

and  wan, 
But  the  gaps  were  filled  in  an  instant,  and  the  thirsty 

crowd  swept  on. 

(Continued   on  page    32) 
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Something  For  Sweetie 

By  P.   IV.  Luce 

SCENE  I 

(Main  Floor,   Vanity  Department 
Store) 

CLARENCE  (with  magnificent 
aplomb) — I — er — want   a   present. 

SALESCLERK  (professionally  inter- 
rogative)— Yes,  sir? 

Clarence — For  Christmas,  you 
know. 

SALESCLERK — Of  course,  sir. 
Certainly,  sir. 

Clarence  (a  little  at  sea) — 
Something  to  cost  about — well,  nothing 
too  expensive,  but  something  really 
distinctive. 

SALESCLERK — Exactly,  sir.  We 
have  the  very  thing  you  want. 

CLARENCE  (brightening)  — Then 
show  it  to  me. 

SALESCLERK  (leading  the  Way  to 
counter  piled  high  with  mysterious 
objects  marked  "Useful  Christmas 
Presents") — There  it  is,  sir. 

CLARENCE  (bewildered) — Which 
one  did  you  mean? 

SALESCLERK  (picking  up  combin- 
ation shaving  mug  and  inkstand)  — 
How  would  this  do?      Only  $13.95! 

CLARENCE  (shuddering) — Hope- 
less.     This    present   is    for — is    for — 

SALESCLERK  (with  a  cynical 
smile) — A   lady,   perhaps? 

CLARENCE  (much  relieved) — Yes, 
that's  it;      For  my  sister! 

SALESCLERK  (unsuccessfully  try- 
ing to  suppress  snigger) — Sister,  hey! 
's  funny  how  many  "sisters"  gentle- 
men think  of  at  Christmas  time ! 

CLARENCE  (mortally  affronted)  — 
Well,  smarty,  if  you  must  know,  she 
said  she'd  be  a  sister  to  me  ...  I 
don't  see  anything  in  that  heap  of 
junk  Burella  would  like  .  .  Good  Day! 

SCENE  II 

(Main  Floor,   Truckk  &   Trinkett's 

Bazaar) 

Clarence    (biting  back  a  blush) 

— Something  in  the  Christmas  line,  for 

a  young  lady,  please. 


Cyril  (who  has  a  birthday  coming):  "An'  please  send  me  a 
crystal  detector,  two  aerial  insulators,  a  grid  leak  an'  condenser, 
some  valve  sockets  complete  wiv  nuts  an'  washer,  an'  a  pound 
of  paraffin  wax." 


Saleslady  (giving  him  the  once 
over) — Mother,  aunt,  grannie,  cousin, 
sister,  or  sweetie? 

CLARENCE  (completely  losing  con- 
trol of  blushes) — It's  for — for — for 
my  grandmother. 

SALESLADY  (summoning  assistant) 
— Here,  Bertha,  you're  not  busy. 
Take  this  young  gentleman  in  hand. 
He's  asking  for  a  present  for  his 
grandmother,  so  you  know  what  to 
show  him:  manicure  sets,  lipstick 
cases,  fancy  garters — anything  suitable 
for  a  grandmother  about  nineteen  years 
of  age,  with  bobbed  hair. 

CLARENCE  (stuttering  with  alarm) 
— Exku-ku-ku-kuse  me,  I  have  an 
ap-pap-papppap-pap-pointment  else- 
where. 

SCENE  III 

(Main  Floor,   Gold  and  Glitter 
Emporium) 

CLARENCE  (wobbly  at  the  knees) 
— I'd  like  a  Christmas  present,  please, 
suitable  for  my  stenographer. 

FLOOR  MANAGER — Very  com- 
mendable, I'm  sure,  sir.  Typewriter 
ribbons    in    the    stationery    department. 


also  carbon  paper,  rubber  pads,  note 
books,    erasers,    oilers,    brushes — 

CLARENCE  (interrupting) — Oh. 
that  won't  do  at  all!  I  want  a  real 
present.  Something  she  can  wear,  or 
eat,  or  look  at. 

Floor  Manager — Did  you  say 
it  was  for  your  stenographer? 

CLARENCE  (again  losing  control  of 
mental  faculties) — Yes,  that's  what  I 
said.  Shouldn't  I  have  said  it?  Do 
you  mind? 

Floor  Manager — Oh,  not  at  all. 
It's  quite  all  right.  In  fact,  it's  a 
refreshing  variation  of  the  "for  my 
sister"  story  ...  Is  she  a  pretty  girl? 

Clarence  (gasping  for  air) — 
Goo-ood  bye.      Come  back  later. 

*      *      * 

SCENE  IV 

(Main  Floor,  Hy.  Prices,  Inc.) 

CLARENCE     (on    verge    of    blind 

staggers) — Have  you  something  really 

nice  for  a  fellow's  cousin? 

Clerk  —  You  bet  we  have! 
African  golf  set,  in  maroon  case, 
$7.50;  Form-fitting  flask,  ready  to 
fill,    with    screw    cup,    $8.50;    Poker 

(Continued  on  Page  26.) 
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The  Discovery  of  Canada 

Further  adventures  of  Hokea  Tahiti,  the  intrepid 
Hawaiian  explorer,  who,  having  landed  in  Canada  at 
Halifax,  is  making  his  way  westward.  In  the  last  issue 
were  described  his  adventures  amongst  the  tribes  of 
Montreal. 

I  left  Montreal  immediately. 

All  night  and  the  next  day  and  the  next  for  many 
days  I  travelled.  I  ate  only  by  night,  procuring  my 
food  from  such  shops  as  the  merchants  had  not  locked 
too  securely  or  which  could  be  entered  by  means  of  the 
bricked  opening  in  the  roof.  These  entrances  are  very 
small  and  I  often  wondered  what  use  they  could  be  to 
the  dwellers.  Indeed  most  of  them  were  choked  with 
smoke  from  the  fires  absurdly  placed  directly  under- 
neath them.  I  woke  no  one,  however,  to  complain. 
It  was  fortunate  that  I  had  with  me  a  few  shells  brought 
with  me  from  the  shores  of  Samoa.  Several  of  these  I 
left  as  payment  at  each  place  that  I  ate.  For,  said 
I,  rather  starvation  than  thievery. 

It  was  after  much  travelling  that  I  arrived  at  the 
prosperous  and  mighty  city  of  Toronto.  Great  was 
my  thirst.  I  racked  my  brains  to  recall  the  name  of 
the  beverage  we  consumed  in  such  large  quantities  in 
Montreal.      At   length   I    remembered. 

"Friend,"  said  I  to  a  native  by  the  roadside,  "where 
can  I  procure  a  drink  of  that  potion  known  as  gin?" 

An  expression  of  horror  overcame  his  previously 
blank  face. 

"Fi  upon  you!"  he  cried.      "You  are  a  man  of  sin!" 

Others  took  up  the  cry. 

"He   is   a  man   of  sin!      Stone   him!      Stone   him!" 

One  of  the  foremost  approached  me  and  was  indeed 
about  to  stone  me  with  a  large  stone  crock  which  he 
waved  wildly.  Just  as  he  was  about  to  bring  it  down 
upon  my  pate  he  winked  at  me  slyly  and  with  a  certain 
significance.  Thinking  to  buy  him  off  I  slipped  into 
his  hand  a  large  bill  which  I  had  conserved  for  such 
a  purpose.  To  my  surprise  he  surrendered  to  me  the 
crock.      I   took  it.      And   lo !      It   gurgled. 

With  my  erstwhile  enemy  I  passed  a  pleasant  hour 
while  he  related  to  me  many  amusing  legends.  He  told 
me  also  of  a  curious  winter  custom  of  these  people.  It 
is  picturesquely  known  as  "The  Passing  of  the  White 
Elephants."  Every  year  after  the  snow  has  fallen  the 
inhabitants  wrap  up  in  paper  a  number  of  utterly  useless 
articles  and  consign  them  to  certain  of  their  friends- 
A  large  stock  of  these  Xmas  Gifts,  consisting  of  bright 
bands  for  the  neck,  boxes  of  cigarros,  handkerchiefs, 
umbrellas  and  other  worthless  things,  are  kept  on  hand 
by  each  individual  and  passed  on  each  year  to  someone 
else.  Thus  they  are  constantly  in  circulation  and  one 
becomes  custodian  only  for  the  space  of  one  year. 

It  was  even  now  the  season  of  the  Passing  of  the 
White    Elephants.      The    hour    was    late    and    I    was 
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As  seen  by  a  Cubist. 

— Drawn  by  M.  Wood. 


hungry.  Choosing,  therefore,  a  prosperous  looking 
dwelling  I  sought  to  enter  it  for  food.  The  usual 
method  by  the  roof  entrance  seemed  the  best  way.  With 
difficulty  I  squeezed  myself  into  the  narrow  opening  and 
slid  downward.  Alas  for  my  luck!  I  landed  in  the 
midst  of  the  family  still  awake,  though  they  had  begun 
to  retire,  as  evidenced  by  their  stockings  hung  over  the 
entrance  I  had  used. 

"Whoopee,"  cried  one  of  the  younger  ones.  "It  is 
Santa  Claus!" 

I  accepted  the  new  title,  whatever  it  means,  in  a 
short  and  appropriate  speech.  In  triumph  I  was  led 
before  the  ruler  of  this  country  in  his  royal  court  house. 

"What  is  your  name?"  he  demanded. 

"Santa  Claus!"  I  replied. 

My  announcement  had  an  astounding  effect  for  I 
was  immediately  conducted  to  a  palace  provided  for  me 
upon  the  street  of  the  Queen.  It  is  a  beautiful  edifice 
with  wide  grounds  and  iron  bars  to  keep  out  any  that 
would  do  me  harm.  — /.  E.  M. 
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Booklovers,  whether  regular  subscribers  or  casual  readers,  are  cordially  invited  to  avail  themselves  of  the  services  of 
our  recently  inaugurated  Book  Department.  We  heartily  invite  you  to  write  us  if  you  desire  information  regarding 
the  best  of  current  fiction  or  of  any  particular  book,  whether  or  not  reviewed  in  these  pages.  As  a  further  service 
this  department  is  glad  to  purchase  any  book  for  you  without  charge. —  Address  communications  to  GOBLIN,  Book 
Department,  Mail  Bldg.,  272  Bay  Street,  Toronto. 


FORTUNE'S  FOOL,  by  Rafael  Sabalini.  Toronto: 
McClelland  and  Stewart,  Publishers. 

Rafael  Sabatini  is  a  man  who  has  achieved  success  in  what 
many  have  failed  to  do.  He  is  able  to  write  an  historical 
novel  without  giving  it  the  flavour  of  a  sugar-coated  history 
lesson.  "Fortune's  Fool"  is  a  tale  of  love  and  adventure  in  the 
swashbuckling  days  of  Charles  II.,  and  is  concerned  with  the 
fortunes,  or  more  especially  with  the  misfortunes,  of  one  Colonel 
Randal  Holies  who,  having  set  out  to  conquer  the  world,  finds 
himself  in  a  position  in  which  the  world  has  well-nigh  conquered 
him.  The  scene  is  London  at  the  time  of  the  great  plague. 
Though  acceptable  to  most  types  of  reader,  it  is  doubtful 
whether  this  story  will  be  more  avidly  consumed  by  any  than  by 
boys  who  have  lately  graduated  from  the  G.  A.   Henty  class. 

— /.  E.  M. 

LUTHER  NICHOLS.  By  Mary  P.  Walts.  Toronto: 
The  Macmillan  Company,  Publishers.      $2.00. 

A  vivid  and  melancholy  narrative  of  the  series  of  unfor- 
tunate mistakes  that  mar  the  career  of  Luther  Nichols.  One 
is  apt  to  sympathize  with  this  boy  whose  naturally  happy  nature 
seems  hardly  to  realize  the  wreck  he  has  made  of  his  life. 

SPLASHING  INTO  SOCIETY,  by  Iris  Barry.  Con- 
stable and  Co.,  Publishers. 

A  most  curious  and  amusing  volume  which  can  with  pleasure 
be  consumed  between  Toronto  and  Buffalo  on  the  T.  H.  and 
B.,  or  in  an  equal  time  anywhere.  It  was  apparently  written 
after  a  diet  of  "Timothy  Tubby,"  "Alice  in  Wonderland," 
"The  Young  Visiters"  and  Welsh  Rarebit.  A  paragraph 
or  two  from  the  third  chapter  will  illustrate  my  point: 

In  the  morning  it  was  Selia  that  woke  Mr.  Withereq. 

"Come  on  Harold,"  she  said  rising  from  her  makeshift 
couch,  we  know  some  art  now,  let's  make  a  move." 

"My  pet,"  cried  the  delited  Mr.  Withersq,  "You  have 
called  me  Harold.  Ah  me  ah  me  how  fondly  I  love  your 
charms,"  and  so  he  picked  up  Selia's  bag,  and  they  went  out, 
stepping  over  the  countess  and  ran  into  the  street. 

—J.  E.  M. 

LEW  TYLER'S  WIVES.  By  Wallace  Irwin,  New 
York.      C.   P.   Putnam's  Sons,  Publishers.      $2.00. 

Walace  Irwin  doffs  his  cap  and  bells,  which  we  know  so 
well  in  his  hilarious  "Letters  of  a  Japanese  Schoolboy,"  dons 


Have  You  Turned 
'Round  the  Corner? 

and  found  a  little  shop  where  you  can 
borrow  the  latest  English  and  French 
novels,  biographies  and  plays  for  a  few 
cents    a    day? 

The  Little  Shop  'Round  The  Corner 
1184    Bay   Street,    South    of   Bloor. 


a  sterile  gown,  seizes  a  scalpel,  and  enters  the  operating-room 
to  carve  into  that  often  dissected  but  little  known  patient,  life. 

The  result  of  his  change  in  genre  is  a  work  that  seems  to 
us  to  be  the  finest  picture  of  American  life  presented  this  fall, 
which  is  not  faint  praise.  So  far  above  the  average  is  this 
book  that  whenever  the  author  does  slow  up  a  bit  the  halt 
stands  out  with  all  the  prominence  of  a  breakdown. 

Starting  in  California  we  meet  Lew  Tyler,  a  weak,  pusil- 
lanimous husband  who  is  a  "life  of  the  party"  type  when  with 
his  friends,  but  not  much  to  cheer  about  at  home.  His  con- 
stant unrest  and  lack  of  purpose  could  not  be  blamed  on  the 
war,  for  war  did  not  break  out  until  later. 

The  story  moves  with  pace  and  a  change  of  scene  to  New 
York,  the  death  of  his  baby,  the  loss  of  his  wife,  the  outbreak 
of  war,  the  winning  of  his  majority,  a  second  wife,  and  a 
second  baby,  all  are  recorded  in  the  order  mentioned. 

Witnessing  two  performances  of  "Ten  Nights  in  a  Bar- 
room" convinced  me  that  wine  is  indeed  a  mocker.  It  takes 
only  a  couple  of  verses  of  "Father,  dear  father,  come  home 
with  me  now,"  to  strengthen  my  belief  that  strong  drink  is 
raging.  And  that  the  way  of  the  transgressor  is  hard  was 
my  unshakable  tenet  after  reading  "The  Face  on  the  Bar-room 
Floor."  From  now  on,  however,  I  must  try  to  be  less  im- 
pressionable, for  Wallace  Irwin  tells  convincingly  how  a 
flaccid  bounder  and  a  cad  may  win  the  loyal  love  of  first  one 
woman  and  then  another,  and  how  he  ends  neither  in  the  poor- 
house   nor   on   the   gallows.      These   things   pass   understanding. 

Easy  to  read,  you  will  find  this  entertaining  book  difficult 
to  lay  aside  unfinished. 

—w.  w.  w. 

(Continued  on  page  23) 
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'jflie  land,  of  white  magic 

ALGONQUIN  PARK 

IN  WINTER 


2,000  feet  above  the  sea  level 

HIGHLAND  INN 

opens  December  15th 

Skiing,  Snowshoeing, 
Skating,  Tobogganing, 
S/eigh- riding,  etc. 


For  handsome  illustrated  booklet  and  reservations 
apply  to 

N.  T.  CLARKE,  Manager 

Highland  Inn,  Algonquin  Park,  Ontario 

or  to  any  Canadian  National  Agent 
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MODERN  DANCING 
MISS    EDNA  HINCH 

356  Brunswick  Ave. 

Fox  Trot  and  Waltz 

Taught  in  Three  Private 

Lessons 

Special  rates  to  studen  ts 
For  Appointment    Phone  Trinity  0037 


Ex-actly 

Sam:     "What  am  you  doin'  now?" 
Bo:      "I'se  an  exporter." 
Sam:      "An  exporter?" 
Bo:     "Yep,  the  Pullman  Company 
just  fired  me." 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay. 

G— G— G 

Golfer:         "Absolutely      shocking! 
I've  never  played  so  badly  before!" 

Caddie:      "Oh!      You  'ave  played 
before,   then!" 

— London  Mail. 


G— G— G 

She: 

"You  just  don't  love  me  any 

more!" 

He: 

"Why  do  you  say  that?" 

She: 

"The  last  three  times  you've 

left  before  father  made  you." 

— Judge. 

G— G— G 

Small  Child:  "Mummy,  do  come 
and  look!  There's  such  a  lovely  yel- 
low bird  with  a  green  back.  I  think 
it  must  be  a  canary  that's  not  quite 
ripe!"  — Punch. 


Hair  Stays 
Combed,  Glossy 

"Hair-Groom"    Keeps    Hair 
Combed— Weil-Groomed 


Millions    Use    It — Fine    for    Hairl 
— Not  Sticky,  Greasy  or  Smelly 

Nasty 

Indignant  Comedian:  "Look  'ere, 
I  objects  to  going  on  just  after  this 
monkey  act!" 

Stage  Manager:  "Why,  laddie? 
Are  you  afraid  they'll  think  you're  an 
encore?" 

— Weekly  Telegraph  (London). 

G— G— G 
Modern  Educations 

Teacher:      "What  is  the  plural  of 
mouse,  John?" 
John:      "Mice." 

Teacher:        "Correct.        Now     the 
plural  of  spouse?" 
John:      "Spice." 

— Widow. 
G— G— G 
Look  Out  For  Him 
"I   have   kleptomania." 
"What  are  you  taking  for  it?" 
"Everything    I    can    lay    my    hands 
on." 

— Record. 
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Old 


English 
Lamps 


J.  H.  Walker,  repre- 
senting famous 
English  firms  re- 
producing Old  Eng- 
lish brass  products, 
was  anxious  to  have 
these  attractive 
pieces  on  display  in 
the  better  furniture 
stores  of  Canada. 
He,  therefore,  ad- 
vertises in  the  pub- 
lication he  knows 
reaches  92%  of  all 
the  furniture  and 
furnishing  marts  of 
the  Dominion. 


Let  us  help  you  also 

Furniture  World 

349  Adelaide  W.,  Toronto 

The  paper  the  store  people 
read  and  purchase  through. 


He:  "Is  your  brother  coming  to 
the  dance  to-night?" 

She:  "No,  he's  got  a  case  of  pink- 
eye." 

He:  "Oh,  that's  all  right.  Tell 
him  not  to  be  stingy  and  come  over 
with  a  few  quarts  of  it." 

— Purple  Cow. 

G— G— G 

The  Sins  of  the  Children 

Johnnie:      "Mother,  I  just  seen — " 
Mother    (reprovingly):      "Johnnie! 

Where's  your  grammar?" 

Johnnie:      "I  was  just  trying  to  tell 

you.      She's  down  at  the  barber  shop 

getting  her  hair  bobbed!" 

— Pelican. 

G— G— G 

Coach:  "Why  didn't  you  turn  out 
for  track  practice  yesterday?" 

Lusty  Lunged  One:  "I  had  a  date, 
sir." 

"Had  a  date,  did  you?" 

"Yes,  sir,  but  I  didn't  break  train- 
ing. A  miss  is  as  good  as  a  mile,  you 
know." 

— Flamingo. 


Your  Cup  of  Tea 


if  good,  is  a  daily  luxury. 
To  enjoy  it  to  the  full 

INSIST  ON 


n 


SALADA 


II 


H336 


"The  most  Delicious  Tea  You  can  Buy" 
Vacuum  packed  —  Scientifically  sealed. 
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Unusual  Values 


mm 


NABOB 

A  pure  badger  brush, 

at  tie  unheard-of  price  of 

$3.00 

Absolutely  Guaranteed. 


mm 


MOGUL 

A  bristle  brush  of  splen- 
did quality.  Good  for 
use  with  mug,  stick  or 
powder. 

$1.25 


RAJAH 

Particularly  built  for  the 
man  who  uses  a  shaving 
stick,  but  equally  efficient 
with  soap  or  cream. 
Unusual  value  at 
$1.50 


ST.  JOHN,  N.B. 


Ask  for  them 
by  name. 


Moqtrol    Tor-; 


,  (c*  n  rvnPr\/1  Cc^  v 

(  SET    IN    RUBBER  ) 

J^ather  ^Brushes 


Sold  at  all 
good  stores. 


l*fr 


22 


Goblin 


Abetter  smoke  and  a 
cheaper  smoke  »~ 

Rolling  i|our  own  ~ 
is  easn  to  learn  with 
ORINOCO*  it  saves  iioia 
money  *  qou  get  10  hand 
rolled  cigarettes  lor  less 

than  4  cents 

You  get  heifer  cigarettes. 
each  freshly  rolled  cig~ 
arette  gives  you  the  lull 
fragrance  and  aroma  of 
the  genuine  southern 
grown  leaf  used  exclus- 
ively in-  ORINOCO 

Roll  your  own  with 

ORINOCO 

-It's  easij 
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Ain't   Nature   Grand ! 

Sentimental    Tommy — Ah,    profes- 
sor, what  would  this  old  pine  tree  say? 

Professor — It  would  say,  I   am  an 
oak. 

— Gargoyle. 


Second  Mate  (pointing  to  inscribed 
plate  on  deck)  :  "That  is  where  our 
gallant  captain  fell." 

Elderly  Lady  Visitor:  "No  wonder, 
I  nearly  tripped  over  it  myself." 

— Flamingo. 


Pathetic    Christmas    Story 

Once  upon  a  time  on  Christmas 
Eve  there  was  a  poor  old  man  who 
didn't  have  two  nickels  to  rub  to- 
gether. But  a  passing  millionaire 
espied  him  as  he  hurried  by  with  a 
load  of  presents  and  said,  "You  poor 
old  man,  you  haven't  two  nickels  to 
rub  together!"  So  he  gave  him  two 
nice  new  Dominion  of  Canada  nickels 
of  the  recent  issue.  And  the  poor  old 
man  was  so  overjoyed  that  he  began 
rubbing  them  together.  And  he 
rubbed,  and  he  rubbed,  and  he  rubbed, 
until  by  and  by  he  rubbed  them  all 
away  and  then  the  poor  old  man 
didn't  have  two  nickels  to  rub  to- 
gether. — /.  E.  M. 
G— G— G 

Mater:  "I   hope   that  young  man 

never  kisses  you  by  surprise." 

Dater:  "No;  he  only  thinks  he 
does."  — Juggler. 


A    Rising    Young    Architect. 

— Froth. 

G— G— G 

Joan — I   see   the   B.   &   M.    train   ran 
down  a  bear  the  other  night. 

Jack — Was  the  bear  on  the  track? 

Joan — No,  dumb  bell — the  train  had 
to  go  in  the  woods  after  him. 

— ) 'ack-o-Lantern . 
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Valuations 


Changing    Conditions    Mean 
Changing   Values 


The  largest  bond  buyers  —  Insurance  and 
Trust  Companies  —  have  their  bond  hold- 
ings  revalued  periodically. 

This  policy  keeps  the  investor  advised  of 
the  present  values  of  his  securities  and  often 
enables   him    to   make   profitable   exchanges. 

We  shall  be  pleased  to  furnish,  without 
charge,  the  present  market  values  of  any 
Canadian,    British   and  American   securities. 


DoMiisrioT*  Securities 

CORPORATION  LIMITED 

HEAD  OFFICE:   TORONTO   26  KING  ST.  E. 
MONTREAL  ESTABLISHED  1901  LONDON,  ENG. 


BOOKS — (Continued  from  Page  18). 

COLLEGE  DAYS,  by  Stephen  Leacock.  Toronto: 
S.   B.   Gundy,   Publishers. 

This  collection  of  collegiate  prose  is  various  in  theme  and 
treatment.  It  ranges  from  "The  Children's  Corner"  written 
for  a  McGill  undergraduate  publication  in  1902,  to  a  set  of 
verses  written  for  the  Toronto  Varsity  War  Supplement  1916. 
Adherents  of  Dr.  Leacock  will  find  matter  in  this  little  volume, 
which  will  still  further  increase  their  esteem  for  the  political 
economist. 

LABYRINTH.  By  Helen  R.  Hall.  Toronto:  The 
Macmillan   Company,   Publishers.      $2.00. 

The  problem  so  disastrously  settled  in  "This  Freedom"  is 
more  happily  dealt  with  in  this  story  of  family  life  in  a  New 
York  apartment.  Catherine,  the  mother  of  three  most  appeal- 
ing children,  manages  satisfactorily  to  combine  devotion  to  her 
family  with  outside  interests. 

Anyone  who  remembers  this  author's  earlier  novel  "Quest" 
will  undoubtedly  be  pleasantly  surprised  by  "Labyrinth." 

— B.  C. 


Ye  Olde  Sheffield  Shoppe 

INEXPENSIVE,  /^IITTC 

ARTISTIC  HOLIDAY  Vlir  1  O 

Jewellery,     Cigarette    Boxes     and     Holders,    Etc. 

763    YONGE  STREET,  NEAR  BLOOR         RANDOLPH  5582 
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Slow  Shaving 

Harms  and  Ages 

The  Skin 


says  Dr.  O.  C. 
Stackhouse,  M.  D 


$1 
to 

$25 


To  men  seeking  advice  as  to  shav- 
ing and  who  want  to  stay  young, 
I  invariably   prescribe  as   follows: 

"Shave  once  over  with  a  super- 
keen  blade,  for  it's  a  close,  clean 
shave  that  keeps  the  skin  in 
healthy,  youthful  condition. 

"I  have  studied  shaving  for  years 
in  connection  with  dermatological 
research.  There  is  a  right  way 
and  there  are  many  harmful  ways. 
"I  have  studied  razors  and  I  have 
observed   effects.     Too  many   men 


mistreat  their  skin — thus  encour- 
aging old  age  before  its  -time — 
yet  this  is  the  age  of  young  men 
in  business.  A  youthful  face  is 
an  asset.  Premature  age  is  a 
handicap. 

"I  am  particularly  partial  to  the 
Valet  AutoStrop  Razor,  making 
this  decision  after  careful  investi- 
gation. Its  efficiency  lies  in  its 
remarkable  blade,  the  keenest  cut- 
ting edge  I  have  found,  and  in  the 
accuracy  and  adjustment  of  the 
blade  to  the  razor." 


Yklet  AitcrStrop  Razor 


Sharpens  Its  Own  Blades 


Metrgetooob 
tEea  &oomsi 

established  1905) 

€|   Home      Cooking      such      as 
Mother's   at   her   best. 
^   Daintily  served  meals  of  the 
highest     quality     in     ideal     sur- 
roundings. 

<|  An  invitation  to  dine  at  the 
Wedgewood  Tea  Rooms  is  a 
distinct  compliment. 
^  Our  meals  are  a  treat  for  the 
jaded  palate  of  the  epicure. 
^  We  are  famous  for  our  Sun- 
day  dinners. 

Crimtp  2634 
695  §l>pabina  gfoemie 


Romance? 

Franz  Molnar:     Five  o'clock  of 
a  winter's  afternoon  in  Vienna. 


Eugene    O'Neill: 
hole  of  a  liner. 


The     coal 


George  Jean  Nathan:  A  glass 
of  bacardi  in  a  little  cafe  on  a  side 
street  in  Vienna. 

Harold  Bell  Wright:  The 
sunset    fade-out   of   a   Western   movie. 

Fannie  Hurst:  The  back  parlor 
of  Goldstein's  clothes-pressing  em- 
porium. 

Edgar  Rice  Burroughs:  The 
Zoological  Gardens. 

Booth  Tarkington:  A  ham- 
mock in  the  shade.  Yellow  hair. 
First  long  pants. 

ETHEL  M.  Dell:  A  gentleman 
with  a  Sioux  Indian  complex  forget- 
ting that  he  is  a  gentleman. 


Aspirin 


Say  "Bayer"  and  Insist! 


Unless  you  see  the  "Bayer  Cross"  on 
tablets,  you  are  not  getting  Aspirin  at 
all.  Accept  only  genuine  "Bayer  Tablets 
of  Aspirin,"  which  contain  directions  and 
dose  worked  out  by  physicians  during  23 
years   and   proved   safe  by   millions   for 

Colds  Headache 

Toothache  Rheumatism 

Neuritis  Lumbago 

Neuralgia  Pain,  Pain 

Handy  boxes  of  twelve  tablets  cost 
few  cents.  Druggists  also  sell  bottles  of 
24  and  100.  Aspirin  is  the  trade  mark 
(registered  in  Canada)  of  Bayer  Manu- 
facture of  Monoaceticacidester  of  Sali- 
cylicacid.  While  it  is  well  known  that 
Aspirin  means  Bayer  manufacture,  to 
assist  the  public  against  imitations,  the 
Tablets  of  Bayer  Company  will  be 
stamped  with  their  general  trade  mark, 
the  "Bayer  Cross." 


Eleanor     Glyn:       Valentino's 
side-burns. 

Henry   Ford:      10,000   cars   a 
day. 

— J.  E.  M. 

G— G— G 

"Did  that  car  say  Subway?" 
"I  didn't  hear  it." 

— Lampoon. 


Corona 

The  Personal  Writing  Machine 

Outline  your  ideas,  write  your 
papers,  lecture  notes  and  letters 
on  the  Portable  Corona. 

After  a  few  days'  practice  you 
will  find   it  faster  than  longhand. 

Price  complete  with  case  $75. 
Easy  payments  if  desired. 


Thomas  &  Corney 


33  Adelaide  West 


Toronto 
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WHEN  A  FELLER  NEEDS  AN  EXIDE 


If  They  Had  Written  It 

Debs 
Comrades,  we  must  rise  against  this  iniquitous,  immoral,  in- 
defensible,  unjustifiable,    inexcusable,   inexpiable,   unpardonable 
and  irremissible  inequality ! 

We   have   string  beans! 

We  have  onions! 

We  have  cabbages! 

We  have  scallions! 

We  have  all   kinds  of   fruit! 

We  have  old-fashioned   tomatoes! 

We   have   Long   Island   potatoes! 

WHY  HAVE  WE  NO  BANANAS? 

Comrades,   I  pause  for  a  reply! 

Huxley 
I  consider  it  of  the  utmost  biological  significance  that, 
although  the  species  of  Leguminosce,  Allium  cepa,  Brassica 
oleracea,  Lycopersicum  esculenium,  and  Solandum  iuberosom 
exist  in  great  abundance,  I  can  find  positively  no  trace  of  the 
Musa  sapienium  to-day. 

Stevenson 
The  world  is  so  full  of  a  number  of  things 
I'm  sure  we  should  all  be  as  happy  as  kings; 
We've  ice  cream  and  pickles  and  apples  and  cake, 
And  herring  and  goulash  and  Hamburger  steak; 
We've  matzoths  and  crullers  and  omelet  souffle — 
So  what  if  we  have  no  bananas  to-day? 

— New   York   World. 


At    all     good 
Tobacconists 


Over  200  different 
Shapes  and  Sizes 


Give    Him    a  Genuine 

KOLA    BRIAR 

When  you  purchase  his  Christmas 
present — a  pipe,  of  course — look  for 
the  name  "Kola"  stamped  on  the 
stem.  Notice  the  rich,  mellow  color- 
ing— it's  the  Kola  process  that  does 
it.  See  how  beautifully  it  is  finished 
by  master-craftsmen. 

Put    up    in    an    attractive    Christmas 
Gift  Box. 


"An  old  friend 
from  the  start' 


Price 


Kola  Standard 
or  Kola  Krust 


ONE  DOLLAR 


2b 


"Doat     you     DARE: 

WITHOUT  LEAVI/Ndj 


net 


^2ic:    cBluc:  £)gx.f< 


Diamond  Merchant!  -Goldsmiths  ■Siloerimithi 
IJf-/j6-/j8  Yonge  Street 

Toronto 


Individual    Christmas     Cards 

*0L 


ay  this  Season 
WlyouWitk'^ 
m^tvy  of /tKe\\  N 
^ood  tHiivjs  of 
life  also  the 
KcaltH  and  spirit 
toetvjoy  tnenvgj 


^^^^^^ 

This  greeting  printed  on  a  buff  card,  then 
hand-colored  with  red,  green,  and  chrome 
yellow ;  or  printed  on  w'hite  card,  and  hand- 
colored  with  red,  green,  and  gold  makes  a 
pretty  individual  Christmas  card. 
ASK  FOR  PRICES 
Also  state  if  you  would  be  interested  in  learn- 
ing   to    make    original    greeting    cards. 

GIFF  BAKER 

39    Lee   Avenue,    Toronto. 


Something  for  Sweetie 

(Continued  from  page   16) 

chips,   any   price   up   to   $20 ;   playing 

cards,    from    30c    a    deck;     Flor    de 

Brocoli  cigars,  in  flyproof  humidor  .  . 

CLARENCE  —  Impossible,  utterly 
impossible!  It's  not  that  kind  of  a 
cousin  at  all,  it's- — 

Clerk  (briskly) — My  mistake; 
sorry.  How  about  fishing  rods?  Or 
the  History  of  the  Hundred  Years' 
War?  Or  a  broad  snow  shovel?  Or 
maybe  a  hymn-book,  in  extra-fine 
print? 

Clarence  (smiling  weakly) — 
Worse  and  worse.  This  cousin  is 
not  a  gentleman. 

CLERK  (misunderstanding)  —  Oh, 
a  roughneck,  eh! 

Clarence  (bristling)  —  Indeed 
not!  Her  neck  is  like  an  alabaster 
pillar,  of  silky  smoothness,  and  when 
she  smiles  .... 

CLERK  (rudely  laughing)  —  It 
beats  all  how  men  will  try  and  conceal 
the  fact  that  they  want  something  for 
their  girl !  This  flame  of  yours,  now, 
is  she  dark  or  fair? 

CLARENCE  (resenting  familiarity) 
— I'll  go  and  see. 

SCENE  V 
(Main  Floor,   Hooken  Kwikk,  Ltd.) 
CLARENCE  (realizing  futility  of  at- 
tempting  further    deception) — I    want 


to    buy    a    Christmas    present    for    my 
sweetheart. 

SALESMAN  (solemnly) — Yes,  sir. 
About  what  price? 

CLARENCE  (greatly  perplexed)  — 
What's  the  matter?  Aren't  you 
going  to  make  fun  of  me? 

Salesman  (genially) — Of  course 
not,  sir!  We  only  josh  customers 
who  try  and  spring  that  "sister"  or 
"cousin"  gag  on  us! 

Clarence  (weakly) — Well,  I'll 
be  darned!  What  do  you  know 
about  that! 

G— G— G 
Better  Still 
"I   like   Polly.      She's  the 
girl     that     stands     out    in     a 


Pitter 
sort  of 
crowd." 

Pat: 
Betty. 


I'm     all     for 


"Personally, 
She   sits  out." 

—^■Columbia  Jester. 

G— G— G 

Road  Knight — Please,  lady,  can 
you  help — 

Mrs.  Keptic  (sternly) — Can  you 
saw  wood? 

R.  K. — Dear,  dear.  What  gram- 
mar! You  mean,  "Can  you  see 
wood?"  — Judge. 

G— G— G 
"What  ho,  barber!" 
"Gillette,  sir." 

— Pelican-Chaparral. 


Goblin 


11 


Overheard  at 
His  Majesty's 


\\mmm\iwl 


M* 


7^6y  Ford  Predominates 

Proof  that  Ford  predominates  is  to  be 
found  in  the  fact  that  50  per  cent 
of  all  cars  in  Canada  are  Fords. 


"No,  the  idea  isn't  original  —  I  got  it  from 
Kenneth  Grahame — said  he  had  bought  Mrs. 
Grahame  and  the  girls  one  of  those  new  Ford 
Sedans  for  Christmas  and  it  struck  me  as 
such  an  uncommonly  good  idea  that  I 
'phoned  a  Ford  dealer  next  morning." 

"And  he  sold  you  too — eh  ?" 

"No,  I  sold  myself.  It  was  so  cosy  and  com- 
fortable in  that  car  that  I  hated  to  get  out — 
fine  bodies  on  those  new  Fords  too — seems 
they've  got  everything  you'd  ever  want  on  a 
car — dandy  present  —  going  to  be  delivered 
Christmas  Morning — holly  wreath  on  the 
door  an'  everything." 


Gfayrzct 


FORD       MOTOR       COMPANY      OF      CANADA       LIMITED        FORD      ONTARIO 
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EDDYS  MATCHES 


Canadian 

Clean 
Through 


Sure 

Steady 

Strong 


90  out  of  every  100  matches  sold 
in  Canada  are  EDDY'S  MATCHES 

THE  E.  B.  EDDY  CO.,  LIMITED,  Hull,  Quebec 


Attention  "Students' 


As  an  inducement  to  the 

"COLLEGE  MEN" 

We  offer  you 

EVENING 
CLOTHES 

at 
MINIMUM  COST 

Dinner  Jacket  Suits 
$30.00  and  $35.00 

Full  Dress  Suits 
$40.00  and  $45.00 


The  Royal  Tailors 

86-88  Richmond  St.,  W. 
TORONTO 


A  Dog's  a  Dog  For  a'  That 

"Oh,  do  look  at  those  puppies!      Aren't  they  lambs  1" 
"Yes,  they  are  rather  ducks."  — Punch. 

G— G— G 
Inmate:    "Let  me  go,  let  me  go,  let  me  go!" 
Guard:      "Why  should  I  let  you  go?" 
Inmate:      "I'm  a  little  film  and  I  want  to  be  released." 

— Brown  Jug. 
G— G— G 
Professor    (explaining   the   movements  of   heavenly   bodies) : 
"Perhaps  it  will  be  clearer  if  I  let  my  hat  represent  the  moon. 
First,  is  there  a  question?" 

Stude:      "Is  the  moon  inhabited?"  — Froth. 

G— G— G 
He:      "Did   you   learn   about   your  husband's   past   from   a 
fortune  teller?" 

She:      "No.      I   merely  invited  a  couple  of  his   old  college 
chums  around  to  dinner."  — Illinois  Siren. 

G— G— G 
Kind  Gent — You  say  your  father  choked  to  death  on  lead? 
Tramp — Yes,  sir;  he  wuz  shot  at  sunrise.         — Punch  Bowl. 

G— G— G 
"Can  you  keep  a  secret,  uncle?" 
"Yes." 

"Well,   auntie  has   eloped   with   the   chauffeur,   and   they've 
borrowed  your  motor."  — Record. 

G— G— G 

S.   D.  J. :   "What,  character  do  you  have  in  the  next  act?" 

Girl:    "I'm  not  supposed  to  have  any  character.     I'm  in  the 

chorus."  — Voo  Doo. 


Goblin  29 


Two  Rare  Old  Birds 

ANDY  GUMP  is  a  good  provider! 

fl  Ask  any  Sunday  World  reader — any  week  end. 

If  When  Andy  is  the  purveyor,  there's  always  a  heaping 
platter  of  fun  and  good  cheer. 

fl  Andy's  tid-bits  are  just  like  the  turkey — both  filling  and 
inspiring — a  fine  entree  for  the  BIG,  DELICIOUS 
FEAST  of  substantial,  good  things  that  come  in  the 
NEW  Sunday  World  magazine  section,  with  its  suc- 
culent relish  of  wit  and  the  appetizing  sauce  of  Art. 

^Phases  of  life  which  attract  the  reader's  interest  in  the 

news    of    the    day those  which  are  significant  of 

something  bigger  and  more  important  lying  behind 
— are  supplemented  and  explained  with  all  the  vital 
facts  in  the  magazine  section  of  The  NEW  Sunday 
World.  Out  of  the  mass  of  details,  The  NEW  Sunday 
World  assembles  the  essentials  and  it  draws  the  cur- 
tains aside  to  reveal  the  whole  amazing  background 
of  the  great  events  of  to-day. 

U  The  passing  show  in  artistic  reproduction  .  .  .  the  roto- 
gravure section. 

The  Sunday  World  treat  makes  the  week-end  complete 

Toronto  Sunday  World 
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Lloyd  George 


The  Famous  Statesman  will  write  a 
series  of  articles  on  the  European 
and  British  situation  exclusively  for 
Canada's    only   picture  newspaper. 


21,000 


first 


copies  tirst  issue  ^bv 
30,000  copies  second  issue  ^S  W 
Watch  us  grow  ^+^ 


Andrew  D.  MacLean   Editor 

53-59  West  Adelaide  St. 
Toronto 
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■four  Hours   in  a   Canadian   City 

(Continued  from  page  30) 
. — 54  divorce  cases  threatened  in  54  back 

halls. 
. — Janitors   in   office   buildings   began   daily 
task      of     sweeping      away     important 
papers. 

EVENING 

. — 7,993     housewives     say,      "Now     I'm 

not  going  to  touch  the  dishes. 
. — 2,996  young  men  pull  out  the  little  red 

note  books  and  start  telephoning. 
. — 1,887    suburbanites    arrive     home     for 

dinner. 
. — 1,996  students  say,   "Well,  how  about 

a  short  fast  rubber  before  we  start  to 

work?" 
. — 1,877     bored     husbands     say,     "Well, 

when   does   the   curtain   go   up,   on   this 

riot?" 
. — 34     musicians     stumble     over    the   base 

drum  getting  out. 
— 68     drivers     go   crazy     trying     to     find 

parking  space. 
— 500  members  of  audiences  discover  that 

this    is    not    the    "Original    New    York 

cast." 
— "Isn't  the  floor  wonderful!" 
— 16   ratepayers'   meetings   pass   indignant 

protests. 
— 34  husbands  return  unexpectedly. 
— 34   Romeos  depart  the  same  way. 
— Irate  hostess  discovers  that  someone  has 

added  some  gin  to  the  punch. 
— 877  cats  let  out  for  the  night. 
—  1  7,885  alarm  clocks  set  for  the  morning. 
. — American    visitor    buys    quart   of    hooch 

on  Centre  Street. 
— Ambulance  receives  hurry  call  to  Centre 

Street. 
— City   father   arrested   by   blundering   po- 
liceman by  mistake  for  a  drunken  man. 
— Accountant  wakes  up  and  begins  won- 
dering   if    he    remembered    to   close    th< 

office  safe  before  leaving. 
. — 1,996  students  say,   "Well,   how  about 

one  more  rubber?" 
. — Taxi  meter  in      High      Park      registers 

$12.60.         — /.  E.  McDOUCALL 
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lUttg  Cbtoarb  Hotel 

Toronto 

Supper  ©ancea 

Every  Evening  (Sundays  excepted)    10.30  to  1, 
will  be  held  throughout  the  season 


Luigi  Romanelli 

and  hia  new  Orchestra 
will  play  exclusively 
for  the  King  Edward 
this  season. 


OF  AMERICA 


The  Dansant 

in  the  Ball  Room 
every  Wednesday 
and  Saturday  after- 
noon, 4.30  to  6.30 


Canadian  Literature 

(Continued  from   page    15) 

Dogged,   determined,   dauntless,   cruel   and   callous   and 

hot, 
Cursing,  blaspheming,  reviling,  they  pressed  on  towards 

the  spot, 
Where,   according  to   Mr.   Rossetti,   on  the  outer  edge 

of  a  star. 
The  Blessed  Damozel  was  known  to  keep  the  Heavenly 

Bar. 

And  there  where  the  lonely  River  Styx  goes  boiling  the 

hot  coals  through, 
Only  two  remained — they  were  Sam  McGee,   and  the 

lady  who's  known  as  Lou. 
She  said,  "Come  on.      Now  the  crowd  has  gone,  what 

reason  have  we  to  wait? 
You  may  not  think   that  I   need  a  drink,   and   I   don't 

want  to  be  too  late." 

"Don't   wait   for   me,"   said   Sam   McGee,    "I    do   not 

want  to  go. 
For   I   may   state   they   exaggerate   the   warmth   of   this 

place  below; 
Though  I  sadly  fear  that  the  furnace  here  is  too  small 

for  the  size  of  the  farm, 
When  I'm  alone  at  last,  with  the  fires  full  blast,  perhaps 

I  may  yet  get  warm." 


Goblin 

Three's  a  Crowd 

Or  the  Man  Who  Married  a  Dumb  Wife 
(With  Apologies  to  Anatole  France) 
The  telephone  rang. 

(That  was  only  one  of  its  noxious  habits.) 
"Bringing  anyone  home  to-night?"  she  queried. 

I  remarked  a  trace  of  testiness  in  her  voice. 

So,  to  reassure  her  that  my  dinner  guest 

Would  be  out  of  the  ordinary 

And  worthy  of  our  best  front, 

I   answered:      "Gwendolyn,  have  everything 

As  nice  as  possible  this  evening; 

My  company  is  an  artist,  a  gentleman  and  a  scholar."' 

When  we  arrived  at  the  house 

The  door  was  bolted. 

The  message  was  under  the  mat. 

It  read: 

"You  know  where  I've  gone! 

I  don't  mind  cooking  for  one  or  two  extra, 

But,  when  you  start  pulling  that  Gang  stuff, 

I'm  through." 

— Judge. 
G— G— G 

Good  people  called  Nebuchadnezzar  an  ass 
When  he  went  every  morning  to  feed  upon  grass. 
But  judging  by  breakfast  foods  eaten  to-day, 
The  voice  of  the  nation  sounds  much  like  a  bray. 

G— G— G 

Warden — "Whom  do  you  wish  to  see?" 
Welfare  Worker— "Lifer  No.   439.      Is 


33 


he  in?" 
— Juggler. 


G— G— G 
It's  easy  enough  to  be  pleasant 
When  you've  the  best  looking  girl  at  the  ball, 
But  the  guy  worth  while 
Is  the  one  who  can  smile 
With  the  worst  flat  tire  of  them  all. 

— Froth. 


PLATERS 

U,   NAVY  COT 

CIGARETTES 


MADISON  INM 

at  the.  Comer  of  Bloor  Street 
end  Madison  Avenue 

Luncheon  Tea  Dinner 

SPECIAL  STUDENTS'  LUNCHEON  35c 

Rooms  for  Private  Dances,  Bridge,  Meetings,  etc. 


pure  JAEGER  wool 

FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 
For  Men,  Women  and  Children 


SWEATERS 

BATHING  SUITS 

GOLF  HOSE 

HOSIERY 

OVERCOATS 

GLOVES 

CAPS 

DRESSING  GOWNS 

WAISTCOATS 

UNDERWEAR 

SCARVES 

SLIPPERS 

Blankets,  Travelling  or  Motor  Rugs,  Sleeping 
Bags  and  numerous  novelties  of  finest  pure 
wool. 

Catalogue  mailed  free  upon  application. 

"The  Jaeger  Shops" 

Retail  Selling  Agents 

MILTON'S  LIMITED 

84  Yonge  St.  707  Yonge  St. 

At  King  At  Bloor 
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The    Tires  of 

"GUTTA 


CORD 


Quality 


Gutta  Percha  & 


Amazing  Mileage 

PERCHA" 


TIRES 


all  Through 


Rubber  Limited 


Head  Offices  and  Factories,  Toronto 
Branches  Coast  to  Coast 


FIXSO 


FIXES  THE  HAIR 

so  it  stays  combed 
glossy  all  day,  in 
ANY  STYLE  YOU  DESIRE 

FIXSO  is  a  vegetable  compound,  good  for  the  hair.      It  is  not  greasy. 
Used  by  all  leading  barbers  and  sold  in  any  drug  store  at  50c  per  bottle. 

PREPARED  BY 

VIRGIL  LEE  Ltd.,  """Ten",™™ 


Simplified  Art 

A  certain  painter  is  confined  in  an 
asylum.  To  persons  who  visit  him  he 
says: 

"Look  at  this;  it  is  my  masterpiece." 

They  look,  and  see  nothing  but  an 
expanse  of  bare  canvas.      They   ask: 

"What  does   that  represent?" 

"That?  Why,  that  represents  the 
passage  of  the  Israelites  through  the 
Red  Sea." 

"Beg  pardon,  but  where  is  the  sea?" 

"It  has  been  driven  back." 

"And  where  are  the  Israelites?" 

"They  have  crossed  over." 

"And  the  Egyptians?" 

"Will  be  here  directly.  That's 
the  sort  of  painting  I  like — simple  and 
unpretentious." 

— Art  Record. 
G— G— G 

Mr.  Kelly:  "I've  been  riding  three 
thousand  miles  without  a  blowout." 

Miss  Springfield:  "Fine;  let's 
have  one  to-night."  — Froth. 

G— G— G 

"How's  that  for  a  meaty  line?" 
asked  the  butcher,  as  he  cut  off  37 
links  of  sausage.  — Yale  Record. 

G— G— G 

"That  boy  looks  like  a  musical  sort 
of  fish." 

"Yes,  he's  a  piana  tuna.' 

— Froth. 
G— G— G 

It  is  said  that  the  Kaiser's  mind  is 
aloof  from  thoughts  of  ruling;  but  the 
Royalists  have  labeled  it  Not  Good 
If   Detached. 

— N.  Y.  World. 
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The  Regent  Inn 

83  Bloor  Street  West 

LUNCHEON  25  and  40c 

FULL  COURSE  DINNER  50c 

AFTERNOON  TEAS 

Open  Sundays  and  Evenings 


She:  "What  is  it  when    two    people    think  of  the 
same  thing?    Mental  telepathy? 

He:  "Either  that  or  embarrassment." 

G— G— G 

Diner  (trying  to  cut  his  steak)  :  "Say,  waiter,  how 
was  this  steak  cooked?" 

Waiter:      "Smothered  in  onions,  sir." 

Diner:      "Well,  it  died  hard."  — Yale  Record. 

G— G— G 

Fond  Father — I  hope  you  are  getting  to  like 
Tennyson. 

Saucy  Son — There  is  nothing  I  like  better  than  a 
good  game  of  tennis,  father. 


•v^  e-rf  tt'/fS 


Boys!     The  Girls 
All  Fall  For 


CANDIES 


The  popularity  of  these 
candies  has  increased 
steadily. 


Christmas  orders  taken  for 

delivery  to  any  part 

of  the  world. 


8iy2  Yonge  St. 
443  Yonge  St. 
778  Yonge  St. 
1530  Queen  W. 

TORONTO 
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\*The  Aristocrat  of  Collars  *J 


PAR?      

Arrows 

Collar 

One  of  the  smartest  be& 
fitting  styles  that  has  ever 
r         graced  the  Arrow  collection      "i 

Lli ^1 


"Why   didn't  you   kick   that  last   field   goal,   Jake?" 
"Sorry,  sir,  but  I  promised  never   to  touch   another  drop!" 

— Record. 
G— G— G 

Teacher — What  are  the  three  important  Greek  orders? 
Small    Boy — Cups    skuffey,    roas    big    sanwitch,    and    peas 
cocoanut  pie. 

— Puppet. 


"Say   it   with  Flowers" 

There  is  sentiment  in  Flowers 
that  the  recipient  appreciates. 


Limited 
8  West  Adelaide  St.,  Toronto,  Canada 

PRICES    AS    LOW    AS    THE    LOWEST    AND 
QUALITY   THE  BEST. 


OTntbome  3mt 

169  COLLEGE  STREET  (Two  Doors  West  of  McCaul) 
Phone:  Trinity  9354 

The   handiest  rendezvous  in  Toronto;   just 
across  the  street  from  the  University,  and 
half  way  between  the  residential  and  shop- 
ping districts  of  the  city. 

LUNCHEON    12.00  to  2.00,  —  35  &  50c. 
TEA  3.00  to  5.00,  —  a   la   carte 

DINNER  5.30  to  7.00,  —  40  &  65c. 


"Jules,  the  goldfish  hath  eczema." 

"What    mattereth    it,    Ethelbert,    'tis   but    on   a 


small  scale." 


-Record. 


She,  absently:      "What  was  I  saying  only  a  thought 


ago 


y, 


He,    presently:      "I    really    can't   remember   that   far 
back."  — C.  E.  L. 

G— G— G 

Mutual 

"Do   you   know,   Charles,"    she   said,    "I    think   you 
were   just  made   for   me." 

"Well,    dear,"    Charles    functioned,    "I'm    sure    you 
were  made  for  me." 

And  then  they  made  for  each  other. 

— Pelican. 
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IF- 


you  are  a  1924-model  human  being — 


If  you  like  Golf 

Every  issue  of  Vanity  Fair  has  re- 
marks on  the  queer  kinks  of  the  links, 
articles  by  celebrated  players,  and 
photographs  of  their  methods  of  play. 


And  go  to  the  Theatre 

In  Vanity  Fair,  brilliant  reviews  of  all 
the  theatrical  activities  that  delight 
and  vivify  New  York.  Drama,  musi- 
cal comedy,  movies.   With  pictures. 


And  play  a  little  Bridge 

Articles  for  the  bridge  incurables. 
Vanity  Fair's  auction  page  is  a  refuge 
and  a  retreat  for  confirmed  addicts. 
Mah  Jongg  also,  for  advanced  cases. 


And  admire  good  Dancing 

Dancers — classic,  lovely,  and  frankly 
eccentric;  famous  dancers  at  home 
and  abroad;  in  brilliant  sketches  and 
inspired  photographs;  in  every  issue. 


And  don't  shy  at  Art 

The  best  work  of  the  new  artists  and 
the  new  wo-k  of  the  best  ones;  gossip 
of  the  exhibitions;  reproductions  of 
discussed  masterpieces  of  the  season. 


And  are  keen  on  Gars 

The  last  word  in  luxury,  the  fastest 
clip  in  speed;  cars  foreign  and  domes- 
tic; aeroplanes  and  yachts;  news  of 
the  motor  salons. 


And  appreciate  Literature 

Vanity  Fair  shows  the  work  of  the 
younger  radicals  and  enthusiasts, — 
contrasted  with  conservatives.  Plays, 
verse,  essays,  drama,  reviews. 

Illustrations  co^irin'-tri*  bv  Vanity  Fn1r 


And  consider  your  Glothes 

Vanity  Fair  prides  itself  on  editing 
the  only  department  of  sensible,  well- 
bred  correct  men's  fashions  published 
anywhere. 


And  keep  up  with  Sport 

Tennis,  polo,  racing,  winter  sports  at 
northern  resorts;  sportsmen's  kits, 
celebrated  players;  in  articles,  sketches 
and  photographs. 


If  you  like  to  be  in  step  with  the  times,  not  to  say 
ahead  with  the  band     .--     =     =     -     then  read 
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In  the  Days  of  Napoleon 
and  Now — 


There  is  a  striking  resemblance  between  Europe  in 
these  days,  and  in  those  other  days  when  France, 
under  Napoleon,  was  at  the  height  of  its  power. 
Then,  as  now,  Europe  was  torn  by  dissentions, 
sundered  by  petty  rivalries,  and  embittered  by  defeat. 

Napoleon's  mercenaries  were  coming  home  from 
many  a  stark  field,  just  as  the  professional  soldier 
is  home  to-day  with  discontent  and  mischief  in  his 
heart. 

What  chance  would  an  Englishman  have  had  in  this 
seething  cauldron  of  discontent?  Yet  an  English- 
man did  cross  that  country,  from  the  court  of  Vienna 
to  the  court  of  St.  James,  and  the  story  of  that 
crossing  is  the  story  of 

The  Traveller  in  the 
Fur  Cloak 

It  is  a  story  of  loyalties,  of  hideous  dangers  and  of 
breathless   escapes,   and  about  it  all   is  the   aura   of 


STANLEY  J.  WEYMAN 

That  great  master  of  romantic  fiction  has  seldom 
conceived  a  more  enthralling  tale.  The  opening 
chapters  appear  in  this  issue. 


And  then  the  Christmas  Flavor 

There  are  stories  here  to  catch  at  the  heart  strings, 
with  their  delicate  touch  of  kindliness  and  good  will. 

"Ward  V,"  by  I.  A.  R.  Wylie;  "One  Day  of 
Mary,"  by  Isabel  Ecclestone  Mackay;  "Peggy's 
Christmas  Present,"  by  Elaine  Hamilton. 

For  the  serious  minded  M.  D.  Geddes'  discussion 
of  "Our  Coal  Problem  From  the  Western  View- 
point." And  for  everyone  there  is  something  of 
real  interest  in  this  number,  whether  the  desire  is  to 
be  amused,  entertained  or  instructed. 


December  1st 

MACLEANS 

1        1  "CANADA'S  NATIONAL  MAGAZINE  " 


IciennaQIostuttiE 

fiompatnj 

Stycatrical  Supplies 

Masquerade  and  Carnival 

Costumes  for  Hire. 


KINS-  STREET.  WEST. 
TORONTO,  ONTARIO. 


TCLEPHONE 
ADEUAIOEL- 


1649 


Suitor — Mr.    Perkins,    I    have    courted    your    daughter    for 
fifteen   years. 

Perkins — Well,   what  do  you  want? 
Suitor — To  marry  her. 

Perkins — Well,   I'll  be  damned.      I   thought  you  wanted  a 
pension  or  something. 

— Puppet. 
G— G— G 

Mother    (to  caller) — What  do  you  think  of  my  daughter? 
Gentleman    Caller — I    am    sorry,    but    I    am    no    judge    of 
paintings. 


G— G— G 

"Why  don't  you  go  out  for  football?" 
"I  don't  like  to  do  things  by  halves." 

G— G— G 


-Puppet. 


-Record. 


The  Bootblack — Light  or  dark,  sir? 

The    Absent-Minded    Professor — I'm    not    particular,    but 
please  don't  give  me  the  neck. 

— Puppet. 
G— G— G 

Married  Stude — I'd  rather  play  golf  than  eat. 
Unmarried   Stude — What  does  your  wife  say   about   it? 
M.  S. — Oh,  she's  highly  pleased.      She'd  rather  play  bridge 
than  cook. 

— W.  &  L.  Mink. 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St., 


Tel.  R.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 


tyhis  is  the  Room  ^at  Light  Made 

The  old-fashioned  parlor  with  the  shades  pulled  down — what 
has  become  of  it?  It  passed  with  the  passing  of  the  kerosene 
lamp,  and  the  living  room  took  its  place.  Parlors  were  gloomy 
— living  rooms  glow.  Folks  "sat"  in  those  days;  now  they  play. 
And  the  magic  that  has  wrought  the  change  is  the  magic  of  good 
light. 

Let  your  living  room  glow  with  the  sun  by  day  and  with 
Edison  Mazda  Lamps  at  night.  Of  all  your  rooms  it  deserves  the 
best  light. ;  for  it  is  the  room  that  light  made. 

The  Edison  Mazda  Lamp  Agent  in  your  neighborhood 
knows  just  which  lamps  will  give  the  best  lighting  effect 
with  every  fixture  in  your  home — and  at  a  minimum  cost 
for  electric  current. 


*JlAKt  aupt  orTttc  i^hiclete,  Bill! 


*»»■ 


